Mid Multitudinous Poseurs, Two True Giants 


-The tumult and the shouting die. The captains... 
-fart. Now From the stinking ruins, what? 


-History on our side, thus we'll again see the same huge bets, 
side bets, and infinite hedges derived. Crazyland, Baby! 


-Longs and shorts. Ask the girls. 

-You're hilarious. But, seriously, where will we land? 
-Runway being graded. 

-For what? Gentle, predicable flights? 


-At first, till we construct another frenzy with planes shooting every 
which way! Ah! 


-Yeah! How | love to see the flight controllers go insane or numb! 


